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Forsaken 


I'm not listening. | just watch his mouth move, watch it create words that are supposed to mean something, 


and I'm sure they do. I'm not listening, yet | can't escape James's voice. 
"... and | promise to love and cherish you, in good times and in bad .. " 


He's looking straight into my eyes. Strung into neat round phrases, the words are supposed to mean 


everything. The lines around his jaw tense, the crease across his forehead deepens. 
"in sickness and in health . . ." 


Is it as awkward for him as it is for me? But it was his idea-l just went along with it, because | couldn't say 


no to him. Another breath or two and it'll be over. 
"... and forsaking all others, keep myself only unto you, for so long as we both shall live.” 


Now, in the silence, I'm free to watch specks of dust dance in the sunlight filtering through the blinds behind 


him. 

"How did | do?" James unclenches his fists, slowly rubs the palms against his thighs. 

"Good" Why so much dust? When was the last time | vacuumed here? 

The touch of his fingers startles me. His warm hand stays on my shoulder when | shift my gaze to him. 
His eyebrows rise. "Good?" 


"What do you want me to say? It was good. Perfect. And they lived happily ever after." | shrug his hand off 


me. "Who gives a fuck." 

"| do" 

"Well, | don't." 

He reaches for his beer on the coffee table, but stops mid-way, as if not sure what to do with his hand. His 
profile stands out against the halo of sunlight. He wears his moustache shorter now-would it scratch the 
same way it used to? 

His shoulders slump when he says, "I want everything to be perfect, you know? She deserves it” 


He's supposed to be out partying tonight, getting blissfully drunk, not looking like his dog just got run over. 


"James, it's one sentence. You don't have to practice it. You'll be repeating it after the priest anyway. It will all 


be perfect, | promise." 
"I know. | just-" He glances at me. "| wanted to see you." 
"Why?" 
"| don't know." 
| shake my head. Since when is he so fucking straightforward? At least he could offer a plausible excuse, 
something | could actually believe in, not this "practicing the vows" shit. Digging my elbows into my knees, | lean 
forward and hide my face in my hands. And | laugh. Not because it's funny-no, far from it-but because it's 
net S Let, 


"This is fucked up, you know? This is all fucked up." 


It gets even more fucked up when his fingers brush through my hair. For a tenth of a second | pray for them 


to back off, but they don't; instead, they settle on my neck and start rubbing. Up and down the muscle that 


always gets tense when life throws shit at me. Up and down, with familiar moves, while | fight not to feel their 


touch, not to give in to it, but he knows me better than | do; he knows | always give in. 
l'm so fucking predictable. 


His arm goes around me, pulls me up toward him. His chest fits against me like he's never left. Oh God. My 
skin tingles-all over, not only where his moustache teases it-and I'm not going to open my eyes, because it 
might turn out that it's all in my head, that in reality James is still sitting three feet away from me, but they 
fly open on their own when his teeth bite my neck. 


And how did we get from this to me straddling his thighs, grinding myself against him like there was no 
tomorrow? I'm sure "For old time's sake" had something to do with it, because | still hear the echo of the 
words in my head, but | have no clue which of us said that. Going by the begging tone, must have been me 
since James is not the begging type, but he's full of surprises today, so who knows, and who cares when his 
tongue is pushing into my mouth and his hands are on my ass and my hands are under his shirt and maybe 


there really is no tomorrow. 

| want to kill whoever is whispering in my head that tomorrow James is going to hate me. Why do | have to be 
the sensible one here? | don't want to be sensible. | want to tear his jeans open and bury my mouth there, but 
tomorrow, tomorrow James will regret it. | know he will. 

| grab his head and pull away, so we can breathe. "I don't want this," | pant. 

His eyes flutter open. He gulps air through his mouth. 

My lips burn from the scratches. With my thumb | wipe my spit off his moustache. 

"| don't want this," | repeat, awkwardly dragging myself off him. 

James sits there, just breathing. By the time he finishes tucking his shirt into his pants, he looks so together, 
so distant, that it's hard to believe that a few moments ago we were on our way to fucking each other's 
brains out. 

"But you will be there tomorrow?" he asks, pulling himself up, his voice flat, his eyes fixed on the wall. 

For a moment | entertain the idea of having a convenient attack of food poisoning. | could burrow under the 
pillows until all the words were spoken, all the champagne was drunk, rice thrown, and James was safely on the 
plane to... wherever. 

| don't know why he needs me there. Maybe to convince us-himself, me, both of us-that this is it, that there 


is no going back. | can play along. | can always watch dust in the air and not listen when he promises not to 
fuck around on his wife, so: "Yeah, I'll be there.” 


He nods. 

The sun is almost down now, but its not dark yet. | watch his fading shadow slide across the carpet until it 
stops by the door. | don't want to look at his face; I'd rather see it in my mind the way it looked when he was 
kissing me. 

"Jason?" 


Reluctantly, | lift my head. 


He scrubs his hand over his eyes, breaths. I'm waiting and waiting through eternity, hanging on to the words 


he never speaks. 
His hand finds the door handle. "Good . . " He seems to hesitate. "Good right." 


But it's not dark yet. 


(end) 


